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„What strange things my way come . . 


- - - UNKNOWN 


Imagine, the Suns dry thorns sheen upon the hot surface below as an eagle sang in the distance, 
an elderly man walked upon that hot surface, his face dried up from the heat and old age, yet with 
an expression that was ever so stoic, as he carried with himself in his right hand a long brown staff 
which gave him further support, while going through the hot curtain of thorns. 

Strapped to him, there was an old hunting rifle which hanged loosely on his back as he moved 
forward, while on his waist, there was an old satchel which bounced lightly with each step, as he 
ever so moved through the hot-dry air, whilst being followed by a young boy, who like him, carried 
with himself similar things. 

But contrary to the old man's face, strapped to the young lads face, on the other hand, was an 
expression of both annoyance and impatience rather than stoicism, as he followed the old man into 
the hot curtain of thorns in front. 

„Are we there yet?” asked the young lad. 

„No.” answered the old man. 

„l swear if we have to walk any longer through this desert I'll . . .” 

„AII right, fine. Take a break, but after this, we are moving.” 

„Thank 6/od.” said the lad as he dropped to his knees; he took out of his backpack an old water 
bottle and began to drink from it. 

Noticing the water in the bottle slowly running out, the lad exclaimed: „ If this keesps ongoing, then 
I am going to be as dry as that tree over there.” 

„Not yet, boy . . .” said the old man as he began to move forward again, „ . . . not yet.” 

„l am getting tired of this, you woke me up early this morning, you forced me to cancel all of my 
other arrangements for today, then you drove me to that campsite site of yours back there and now 
you are leading me on this wild goose chase.” 

„Hunt, not a goose chase.” 

„Call it whatever you want, I don't see why I had to come all the way out here, with you.” 

The old man stopped, „That . . he said whilst turning towards the lad, „ . . . attitude of yours is 
the reason why we are here, it is time that you outgrow it. 

„The only thing that I'll be outgrowing is that balding head of yours, old man.” said the lad as he 
began to hold on to his gut out of laughter, the boy should have known, better a fist to the stomach 
than a stick to the face. INith speed of a whip, the old mans staff hit the young lad on the head, 
prompting him to fall on the ground. 
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The lad exclaimed: „Auchi IDhat was that for?" 

„That's for disrespecting your elders." said the old man. 

The lad stared at the old man with an angry face of contempt. 

„Now wash the tears out of your eyes and let's go" 

The lad, immediately following the old man, proclaimed: „l‘m not crying, it's just, it's just that I got 
some sand into my eye that's all." 

IDith that settled, the two of them continued to move deeper and deeper, through the thorny-hot 
veil, into the wasteland. After walking a certain distance, the two of them arrived near a special 
place in the wasteland which laid nearby a thick forest. That special place contained many strange 
rock formations and boulders upon which one could sit down upon and rest. 

„Take a seat." said the old man. 

„Finally." said the young lad as he un-reluctantly sat down, he took a deep breath before he said: 
"I hope that we are finished for today here."" 

„No", said the old man as he began to take something out of his satchel, it was a flask. 

The lad was both stunned and excited seeing that; he thought to himself: „l don't believe it, the 
old man brought me all the way out here so he could have a drink with me like were old drinking 
buddies or something. I always knew that the old man’s age was slowly catching up to him, but 
this. Oh well, no use complaining about it; besides, this is the first time in my life that I get to 
have a chance to taste real alcohol, which I never could before. I guess Fate truly has a strange way 
of arranging things." 

As the young lad thought about all of this, the old man poured from his flask a strange green- 
brown liquid into two cups, one of them he handed over to the young lad while the other he took 
for himself. 

„0h boy, oh boy, I cant wait to finally know what real alcohol tastes like." thought the young lad 
as he slowly reached for the cup. 

„l wonder what it is." he thought, as he began to slowly smell the liquid inside of it. 

„Only one way to find out." he thought as he stretched out his arm in which he held the cup, as 
he proclaimed, with a bright smile, to the old man, „Cheers." 

IDith a smile, the old man returned the lads gesture with his cup as he also said: „Cheers." 
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A faint clacking could be heard coming from the two cups as the two of them began to drink from 
their cups. 

The lad, slowly moving his arm to take a sip from the cup, thought: „h)hat could it be, is it a liquor, 
tequila, vodka, no wait! It probably is some form of exotic wine, it probably is that judging by the 
way it smells.“ 

The lad took a sip from his cup, it was the most terrible sip in the world that one could take, his 

face went pale and it began to have a slight green tint to it as his expression changed from happiness 

to disgust as he struggled not to throw up; across him however the old man was drinking from his 
cup, his eyes were closed so he couldn't see the lads reaction to the drink. 

The young lad was ashamed that if the old man saw him like this he would laugh at him and never 

allow him to drink again. 

The lad knew he couldn't let that happen, so with all of his might, he swallowed the terrible green 
sludge down his throat as he took a quick gasp for air without the old man even realizing any of it. 

The old man turned his gaze towards the lad and he quickly changed his expression towards a less 
sickly looking one as he began to slowly move his cup in a way similar to a man who was about to 
taste a fine wine, as he said: „Not bad, not bad, its a nice fine drop you have there indeed." 

To that, the old man would smile again as the young lad asked him: „lf I may, could you tell me 
what this fine beverage of yours is?" 

The old man smiled again as he said: „l give you three guesses." 

The lad thought deeply and then he guessed: „ls it liquor?" 

„No.," said the old man. 

The lad thought again, harder this time, he guessed: „ls it vodka?" 

„No.", said the old man as he took another sip from his cup. 

This time the young lad thought the hardest he ever could, he said, pointing his right index finger 
towards the old man in a manner similar as if he knew exactly what the beverage was, saying it 
was the secret beverage he saw the old man drink many times in secret before. 

„No." said the old man. 

„Then what is it?" 

„lt is a drink only know to the members of our family, it is a beverage only drank during special 
occasions." 
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Such as?" 


„For example this occasion, this occasion right now is the coming of age ritual which has been lead 
for generations by the eldest member of our family for one of its eldest children for the purpose of 
initiation by which a young male in our family outgrows his childhood innocence and immaturity so 
that he can fully mature into a full-grown man through ewdc/rawce and discipline." 

„By drinking a strange liquor" 

„lt's only an initiation ceremony" 

„0h, I knew that, but by the way, why does this thing smell so bad?" 

„lts core ingredients are onions and vinegar" 

Hearing that, the lads eyes widened so much that they might have fallen out of his eye sockets, in 
his mind, he found himself in the middle of an onion field over which vinegar come down like rain. 

His consecutive reaction of nausea and disgust, however, brought him immediately back out of that 
field and into reality as he furiously yelled at the old man, screaming: „f\re you kidding me! IDhat 
kind of manhood ritual is this anyway! And here I thought that you were going to teach me how 
to drink like a man or something, but no; instead, you are feeding me this, this . . ." 

„ Families Secret Recipe." 

„Call it what ever you want." 

„l just said that it was called the Families Secret Recipe." 

„My burps smell like rotten cheese on a hot Sunday." 

„Sit down and have another drink." 

„As if!" 

„Sit down and tell me, do you know where we are?" 

At first he was reluctant, but eventually, the lad sat or should I say, he dropped down into an Indian 
like sitting position with his arms folded as he angrily proclaimed „No." 

The old man turned his head, looking at the dried-up beauty of the wastes upon which the desert 
wind blew, he asked the boy „t>o you know why stories are told, boy?" 

„No, I do not." 

„ kdould you like to know?" 

„l have a feeling that you're going to tell me the answer to that either ways." 
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To that, the old man would smile again. 

„Okay, cany on." 

„The world is a big story in and of itself me boy, it is a world filled to the brink with adventures 
and mysteries, yet, so many are still blind to them. That is why when they ever get but a glimpse 
of those mysteries they immediately try to capture them, even though, it always eludes them in the 
end. That is where stories come in my boy, for stories hold a power like no other. Behind every 
great discovery and every great struggle in the world, there is a story of ambition and passion, and 
sometimes even knowledge and the true self. Stories have been told since the dawn of time, which 
is why they are so important to us, for stories are mirrors in which we can see one another."At that 
moment the young lad thought that the old man was slowly going senile. 

„0h (Sod, when he starts talking like this there is no telling f when he's going to stop, how much 
more am I going to have to endure this?" the boy thought, the answer was enough, „Enough, I am 
not going to sit just here and allow my ears to be talked of by this old fart. There must be 
something that I can do to get him to stop, I know, I'll just repeat the last thing he just said to 
get him to think that I understand the overall message." 

Idith that the boy said something of the likes „Yeah, stories are mirrors, got it." with the biggest, 
fakest smile that one could ever think off. 

The old man hit him with his staff on the head again as he said: „No, no you don't." 

„Auch! tihat was that for, I listen to your ramblings this whole time." 

„No, no you don't, you might be hearing my words, but you're not listening to them." 

„Then tell me, what is listening to you then? tihat is listening if not for hearing then?" 

„Tell me, up until now, has there ever been a moment in your life where anything that I have ever 
said to you made you feel and think any different, boy?" 

The lad moved his gaze from the old man downwards to the spilled cup on the ground below him 
as he said „No." 

„See, that is the difference, it is one thing to hear the words, it is another to feel them., let alone 
understand them That is why we drink this boy, it calms our nerves" 

The lad went silent, he picked the cup that was in front of him of the ground as he slowly stretched 
out his arm towards the old man, he didn't look him in the eyes. 

The old man poured another drink into the young lads cup, the lad took another sip from it, the 
taste was terrible s usual, but yet he was getting used to it, he was even beginning to notice that 
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it slowly calming him down enough that he could focus to the old mans talk, or at the very least 
it calmed him enough that he could finally see his reflection inside green, smelly goop that was in 
front of him. 

The lad, looking the old man in the eyes, asked: „Tell me, what is so special about this place?" 

The old man, finishing his drink and putting the cup together with his flask away, answered that 
he, as he was slowly folded his arms, was glad the boy had asked him that. 

The old man then closed his eyes and began to narrate: „There have been plenty of legends 
concerning this place, my boy, some of them became greatly exaggerated, while others, well let's just 
say, bring more truth with them, yet one, that we still can not fully grasp. This is a place very 
special place me boy, for it is said, that when Cod brought down man on to this plane of existence, 
that He allowed him to built his very first city here." 

„First city?" 

„ Yes, the very first city. The First City was the place where all civilization originally began and it is 
said that this is the place where all of them are going to one day end." 

„But, where is this First City then? All I can see here is dust, and a bunch of huge rocks in a 
empty barren wasteland, there is nothing here that could ever indicate that a prime civilization stood 
here let alone a great city." 

The old man laughed when he heard that as he said: „There is plenty here that can indicate to the 
contrary boy, it is just that most people don't know where to dig for it." 

Looking around and at the strangely shaped rocks he was sitting upon, the young lad realized the 
old man’s connotation, he asked: „But if the First City stood here before, why isn't it standing here 
right now, where it used to be? IDhere is it now? Even if it stood here before, obviously, it is not 
standing here anymore." 

„That's why I have brought you over here me boy, it's a very special custom in our family, that only 
its eldest child gets to experience when they are of age; they are brought over here, to this very 
special place, by its eldest member of their tribe and are given the task of burying their childhood 
innocence in between the red-hot-dry rocks and desert corns that lay before them, whilst digging 
out their manhood that is buried deep in between them. For that very purpose is why I've brought 
you out here with me, boy; for when I was your age, I was brought over here by the eldest member 
of my tribe, shortly before his passing away. Later I would bring my younger brothers over here too, 
then my children, then your father and now I am bringing you here with me too. Just like one day, 
you too will bring your children and brothers over here, when I'm gone, that is if your apple doesn't 
fall into the river Styx first." 
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„He can bring himself here for all I core." 

„You and your brother aren't that close, are you?" 

„No, and I get it. He is my little brother and I, as the eldest child of my family, am supposed to 
be some kind of role model for him or something; I get it, I get it ... I love him, but I cant help 
it, it is just that he is sometimes nothing more than this annoying, little, self-centered, hump on 
my back that I have to constantly babysit. 

"The old man looked at the lad with silence as he closed his eyes again, he then asked: „Have you 
ever heard of the Plague?" 

„ Plague?" 

„Yes, the Plague?" 

„You mean the 10 Plagues of Egypt?" 

„Not plagues or a plague boy, but the Plague." 

„The Plague ... I suppose that I haven't." 

„l wouldve been surprised if you did, but now, the story of the Plague." 

„l have a question, what kind of plague was it, was it tuberculosis, famine, mad cow disease?" 

„No, nothing like that." 

„l have some more questions." said the young lad as he lifted his hand like a good old school-boy. 
The plague was not a plague of the body, but of the heart and mind boy." 

„l have no questions anymore." 

„Anyways . . . ." 
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„Life is an unanswered Question, 
that Man dares to ask, 

but that the World only answeres with Death." 

---UNKNOWN 
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Imagine, in a time where man’s tools weren't as developed as they are now, there lived a young 
man, together with his elder brother in the vast town that was the First City. 

The young man was the younger brother of the two brothers and the more lively one at that 
while the elder brother, while not much of a talker, was the more rational one of the two; yet, 
even so, they loved each other dearly and were as close to one another as brothers were ought 
to be close to one another. 

They also possessed various skills which proved to be very useful to them; the elder one was very 
good at construction and he also knew his ways very well around various tools, while the younger 
one, while not much of a craftsman-like his brother, was a much better speaker than him. They 
both would share their dreams of great ambitious, with the elders dream being of one day 
becoming the ruler of the First City in which he and his brother lived, while the younger brother 
was that he wanted to make a name for himself both inside and outside the city. 

He also possessed a great gift, and that gift was the deciding thing that made him a very good 
speaker and talker. For the younger brother had the uncanny ability to make anybody reveal his 
or hers innermost deepest and darkest desires to him, no matter if young or old, male or female, 
stranger or friend. 

This gift sometimes made him seem almost omnipotent, or at the very least, it made him seem 
powerful enough that the people of the First City were slowly, but surely, starting to become 
more and more afraid of him by the day. 

The younger brother knew all of this of course which is why he would, with time, come to hold 
a great deal of pride in himself. 

Strangely though, this gift did not seem to work on his own elder brother, the person that he 
trusted the most. 

The gift proved to be very useful to him because the First City was a place that various strangers, 
from all walks of life, would come to visit. When that would happen, the younger brother would 
make them reveal their deepest and innermost intentions to him and he would react to them 
accordingly. Those whom he would deem to possess a noble intent he would allow to stay in the 
City, while those that he would deem to be of wicked thought, he would punish accordingly. 

For this, the younger brother was offered the position of head ruler of the First City, a position 
which the younger brother happily declined in favor of his elder brother, who he knew was better 
for that position. 

Little did he, or for that matter, the inhabitants of the First City, know that all of this was 
going to change very soon. 


15 


One day, during a stellar sunny evening, came this stranger to the First City, who was different 
from all the other strangers who had come before; dressed in a crimson robe and with a strange 
pendant around his neck, the Stranger as they would come to refer to him, walked through and 
in between the people of the First City. 

Like all strangers, he was going to be interrogated by the younger brother, but things were soon 
come to change on that front too. 

Excepting the usual routine, the younger brother was stunned that the opposite had happened, 
instead of the stranger revealing his innermost secrets to the younger brother, the younger brother 
revealed his innermost secrets to him, particularly his pride of being the most well-known name 
in the world. 

The stranger would leave the city immediately soon after, but not before leaving the inhabitants 
of it with a warning, a warning of another wandering stranger like him, who wanders and visits 
various towns like him, but unlike him, carries under his cloak nothing but disaster and misery. 

He also left a warning sign to the younger brother, which told him that his uncontrolled pride 
would one day be both his and the First Cities people downfall. 

But that was a warning that fell on deaf ears, for the younger brother was angry, very angry, he 
felt embarrassed and humiliated about the fact that he was incapable to make the Stranger tell 
him his innermost secrets while he had to reveal his. 

As already mentioned, the stranger left the next day, the younger brothers position and gift were 
still intact, but his image was shattered, he was no more seen as a person who is to be feard as 
he could make you reveal your innermost intentions, instead he was seen as a prideful little man 
who was just gifted and humiliated by the Stranger. 

The younger brother tried to rebuild his old reputation as the Stranger's warning about the 
Wanderer began to circulate in the City's spirit. 

Various rumors, of whom the Stranger and the Wanderer were, began to arise, the most popular 
was that of a legend which told that somewhere in the region there once was a man, who had 
committed a horrible crime against his own kin, for which he was both cursed and banished to 
forever haunt the world around him as an eternal wanderer, never to find a home, never to find 
peace. 

That's how the daily life of the people there went. 

Until, one day, he came .... 

One rainy night, there came this wanderer, who was dressed in all black, into the First City. 
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Nobody knew who he was, but yet, the City's folk knew to be wary of him, but he was also 
varied of them. 

The younger brother, believing the man to be the Stranger from before, attempted to try his luck 
again by persuading him this time, which is why, even against his elder brothers wishes, the 
younger brother went to meet the Wanderer. 

The Wanderer was, like the one before him, was initially very reluctant to talk to him, which is 
why this made the younger brother, even more, determent talk to him. 

When this would happen, the Wanderer would either ignore him or give him a non-verbal sign of 
wanting to be left alone. 

Naturally, the younger brother, with his naturally inborn stubbornness, would ignore that. 
Eventually, either through the Hand of Fate or even the Kindness of his Heart, the younger 
brother would come to feel that the Wanderer was holding a great deal of pain from him which 
made him determent to help him to deal with his problem. 

Finally, opening up, the Wanderer told the younger brother the great pain that he was carrying 
with himself. 

The Wanderer's words were all in line with the folktale of the Eternal Wanderer, except for one 
thing; that one thing beings the only thing that the various tales of him could never really 
explain, why did he do the things he did? 

Why the grave injustice of his, why? 

That was the question that the younger brother was anxious to answer. In his mind, he thought 
that if he could make the Wanderer spill the beans on why he did the thing he did, his name 
would become finally cleared and known again, this time to even the farthest parts of the land 
and all of history. 

At this point, with pure prideful determination and curiosity, the younger brother pressured the 
Wanderer to tell him the truth about why he did the things he did and to have his name finally 
clear and known worldwide. 

The Wanderer was, as always, reluctant to answer, but he gave in quicker than even the younger 
brother had expected he would. 

Was it the pressure, the guilt or maybe desire to have his perspective on things finally heard, the 
Wanderer finally chose to answer. The Wanderer told the younger brother his reasoning, behind 
the crime of his, why he had slain his own kin and why he is haunting the lands. 
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This revelation had the opposite effect on the younger brother, however, quite the contrary to 
what he had thought, he was instead shocked and even terrified of what he had heard. His shock 
and terror of the Wanderer were so immense that he immediately began to flee from him. 

He ran away while trying to desperately get away from this monster, from its revelation, to get 
away from it as far away as possible. This was the first time in the younger brothers life that 
he had felt a fear like this, it was a fear like no other, a fear that was slowly eating away at his 
mind and spirit. That fear made him scream a scream that could be heard even to the farthest 
parts of the First City. 

Legend has it that his scream was of such terrifying magnitude that a woman, who was pregnant, 
who had heard it, had a premature birth because the child in her heard it as well. 

The younger brother would run like a madman to his older brother that day, whom he had found 
at his home and he tried to explain to him what happened, but he couldn't even utter a single 
word comprehensibly. 

As the days passed younger brother condition would grow worse, his behavior maniacal, his 
expression, insane. Angry of what happened to his brother the elder brother would order a hunt 
on the lOanderer, but he couldn't find him anywhere, he had vanished as quickly as he came. 

Meanwhile, his brother was being watched by a hand of people, doctors, friends, and even his 
admirers who would all come to visit him. The people were worried for him, but unbeknownst to 
them, the encounter with the world's greatest madman had a very devastating consequence on 
them. 

Because every now and then it seemed like the younger brother had regained his sanity and he 
would, during those moments, whisper something into the ears of the people listening to him, 
something very sinister. 

His mouth would whisper the dance of wolfs just like the mouth of the lOanderer before him, 
this had the consequence that those listening to his mad whispers would themselves, with time, 
become as mad as he was, only by virtue of talking to him once. 

This Madness was like a virus, a mental virus, which spread like a plague throughout the First 
City with time, making all of its inhabitants turn into hoards of mindless madmen and women 
that would one moment play a Fool's Play and the next would whisper whispers from the mouths 
of madness. But that wasn't the worst part of it, their actions would reflect that as well. 

The situation got so out of hand that the First City's Guard Force was forced to annex and 
barricade some parts of the City, only to keep the herds at bay. W hen elder brother had finally 
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returned from his failed quest for the Wanderer, he was forced to witness the before mentioned 
madness around him. 

Trying to find a solution he was confronted by the Sheriff who led the Ciuard Force and he 
demanded a decision from their leader. They could contain the situation for the time being, but 
things would become only worse, eventually leaving them to either remove the infected inhabitants 
of the city or the source of the Plague of the City itself, the source being his younger brother. 

They demanded that he put an end to this plague by handing him a Stone bagger, a special form 
of weaponry that was an ordinary dagger but visually looked like it was made completely out of 
stone. 

This type of weaponry was a stable of craftsmanship, the elder brother knew that, for he had 
made it himself. 

They demanded that he put with it an end to all of this by telling him the last confirmed location 
of his younger brother, who was seen wandering through the City, spreading his plague. They 
believed him to be the only one capable enough to stop him since he was the only one who 
seemed completely immune to the Plague. 

The elder brother felt confused and in denial about what was being demanded from him, as he 
asked to know what exactly was being demanded from him, to which they answered. 

What they were demanding was a very simple choice, as the leader of their fine City what was 
he going to do, allow for the Mental Plague to destroy them all or was he going to kill his own 
brother? Which one was it? 


„And, which one was it? How does the story continue?" 

„That ... is a matter of debate." said the old man as he lit a cigarette „There are various endings 
to this story, in some he kills his brother, while in others he lets the First City be destroyed, while 
in another story he does a third thing, nobody really knows or is really sure of how the story really 
continues, some even believe that it was purposely made that way to stop here at this very point." 

„But if the story has multiple interpretations, how can one know which one is the real one?" 

„l guess the only way to find that out is just to keep on reading." 

„Than what is the stories purpose, what’s its overall message." 

„ Who knows . . ." he said as he let out a pouf of smoke, „What do you think is the overall message 
of the story?" 
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„l don't know, but, I do find that concept of the story, that certain things like certain information, 
thoughts or mentalities can have an effect on people like a virus, quite interesting, maybe that is 
the overall message treat your mind as your body“ 

„Yes, that could be very possible." said the old man as he let out another pouf „W>anna know what 
I think the message is?" 

„Shoot" 

„l think that to find oneself in a position with an annoying, prideful younger sibling or any scenario 
in that matter is better than finding oneself in a position where one must either choose destruction 
or kill, one's own brother." 

The boy sat there silently for a moment, thinking deeply as the old man let put the last pouf of 
smoke he said: „Veah, you're right." 

As the old man threw the cigarette stump away he stood up and said: „l\)ell then, now that you're 
rested I think that it is about time we continue with the ritual." 

„Sure." said the boy as he stood up „Now, what’s the next move?" 

„The next move is that you ready that hunting rifle yours, we are going on a deer hunt." 


As the man ana/ the tor/, went on their hunt 
an eagle above flew listening to the bog's grunts; 
figing ana/ waving with its mightg wing, 
the process of becoming a man was a bin to that of becoming a icing. 

Mastering onese/f and mastering one's own might, 
was a challenge that c/ic/n't leave mang standing in the light, 
which the eagle had observed before in its flight. 
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„Adulthood is a foreign Country, 
they do things differently here." 


- - - UNKNOWN 
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Imagine, after having moved away from the wasteland and into the forest nearby, both the boy and 
the old man began their hunt after a deer. 

For this was the second part of the tradition, the second part of the ritual towards manhood, the 
boy needed to prove his worth and capability to the tribe by being able to take care of himself in 
the direst of situations, like being forced to hunt for a deer in a forest for survival. 

Normally the hunt would have been done with a bow and arrow among similar tools, but as the old 
man had said on the way there, the family elders became a little more progressive with the tradition, 
allowing for the use of more modern weaponry like traditional firearms among other similar things 
during the hunt, all of which the boy had to know how to operate perfectly, but that wasn't going 
to prove a problem for him though. 

Because the boy had been taught in the ways of operating a rifle ever since he was a small child 
and even though it was his task of tracking down the deer alone, the old man still offered to be of 
assistance to the young lad by revealing to him the location of a special secret hunting ground in 
the nearby region, only known to him, where one could find deer life plenty. 

The boy followed the old man’s advice and eventually, both of them would arrive at their destination, 
a huge meadow plane surrounded by trees, where greenery was plenty and deer life could be found 
hopping regularly, eating its grass. They soon would come upon a good looking deer, who was 
peacefully eating its grass upon an open plane in the distance. Luckily enough for the two of them, 
their position was very well hidden relative to the deer, behind some tall trees, where it could not 
see them even if it tried to, whilst unfortunately being dose enough, that it could hear them if they 
would decide to speak any louder. 

The old man would turn to the boy and say: „ Now's the time kid, ready your weaponand the boy 
would obey as he slowly steadied his aim, by looking through the scope of his rifle, at the deer in 
the distance who was eating its grass; the boy had perfect aim at the creature, but he was still 
reluctant to pull the trigger. 

„Come on boy, steady your aim." said the old man, but the boys aim was not the problem or the 
fact that he had to operate an actual gun, neither was the fact that this was first time in the boys 
life that he ever had to kill something with it to survive, it was simply the fact that the boy 
possessed an overwhelming amount of fear which would manifest within himself whenever he would 
see drops of blood spill out or be shed; this, along with the fact that he wondered if what he was 
doing was really just, made the boy feel very anxious, which was something he would hide from 
everybody, very well, for many years. 

„Come on boy, shoot." said the old man. 

„l can't." answered the boy. 
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„Come on boy, it ain't that hard, just pull the trigger and shoot ." 

„l know that it's just, that I can't." 

„W hat do you mean you cant?" 

„Simple, I just can't!" 

The dear, having caught up with the sound of their conversation in the distance, lifted his head to 
see from afar from where the sound came from, but it didn't move from its spot, instead, it decided 
to continue on with its meal normally. 

The old man would lay his hand on the boys shoulder and ask him what the problem was, to which 
the boy would answer why he was so reluctant to shoot the deer as he revealed his uttermost fears 
to the old man; he revealed his fear of blood to him, along with his waving thoughts of wonder 
about if what he was doing was just, was it just to take another beings life just like that and for 
what purpose actually? 

The old man would soon come to understand what the actual problem was, which is why he said: 
„Have courage, boy, your one shot away of becoming a true man, for courage is the way of our 
people." 

The boy turned his gaze from the old man after hearing that, to that, the old man would say: „t>o 
you wanna know how I know this?" 

„How?" 

„l know this because of the thing that you just said, 'Is it just, is what I'm doing just or not, should 
I do this? 1 Those are the thoughts of a real man, not those of a small child, coming out of you. 
You're not a small child who is ether to excited to squash a small insect, another life, just because 
it can or a child who is too scared to touch it because it fears that it might bite it back. Caring for 
Just/ce in the world is a quality that only a true man can possess, for that is how it is written in 
the doctrine of our tribe." 

The boy said nothing, he just continued to listen to the old man talk who said: „That is why, for 
the Just/ce that you wish to uphold, you just have to overcome that crippling fear of blood of yours." 

„But how!" exclaimed the boy, the deer took notice and decided to move away from its original 
position, but not far enough that the old man and the boy could not see or aim their weapons at 
it. 

„Cood, it didn't move too far away, it is still in range. Aim your gun at it boy." said the old man. 


26 


Being reluctant, but eventually complying, the boy turned his gaze away from the old man and 
towards the deer He took a deep breath as he aimed through the scope of the rifle at the deer, 
with his aim ready and unmoving, the boy closed the eyes. 

„Come on kid, you can do it." said the old man as the boy desperately tried to calm down his heart 
rate with deep breathing. „Come on boy, you can do it", repeated the old man as he watched the 
boy struggle with his own demons, realizing that this wasn't going to work, he gently put his hand 
on the boys shoulder again to calm him as he said: „ Listen, boy, being a man doesn't mean being 
a wild, aggressive beast, that mercilessly devours, shoots and kills everything it wants, being a man 
doesn't mean being a plunderer or monster, no! Being a man just means living life with a purpose, 
for higher things and honoring those higher things, which is why we need to survive to do that. 
That is why we need to conquer our own fears, pride, anger, and hatred, because it is these very 
things that rob us of that purpose; shooting a deer out of fear is no different than shooting it just 
because one can or just because one loves the thrill of the hunt and the kill. That is why I'm telling 
you to finally overcome that fears of yours, for the sake of your future manhood and for the sake 
of the animal's honor." 

The boy's heart rate started slowly to drop as the old man said: „Just remember your purpose kid, 
just remember, you are not a wild beast, you are not a monster, you are just an ordinary man doing 
what he needs to survive and that's all there is to it, always remember that." 

The boy opened his eyes for a moment as he took another look at the deer in the distance; taking 
one last breath, he steadied his aim in such a way that the deer could not escape. Closing his eyes, 
he whispered to himself: „ Remember your purpose " as he fired. 

A loud piercing shoot could be heard, followed by the fainting sound of a flock of birds flapping 
away in the distance. 

The deer was shot dead and its body fell in slow motion in the boy’s mind as the faint echo of it 
hitting the ground made the boy open his eyes for the first time towards the real world again. He 
had taken the deers life, what did he feel at that moment? 

IDas it pride, validation, sadness or something else, the boy didn't have time to think about it as the 
old man had grabbed him by the shoulder and forced him to follow him towards the deers' dead 
carcass. 

„ I'm proud of you me boy." said the old man, but was he, the boy did not know how to process the 
whole situation, as he stared at the dead carcass in front of him, blood dripping from it; „Blood, 
why does it always have to be blood." thought the boy as he went near the carcass. 

„Take this." said the old man as he handed the boy a hunting knife, taking a look at it, the boy 
noticed that it had a strange symbol on it, but he didn't have much time to inspect it further before 
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the old mew would tell him to say a prayer of gratitude to (jod and towards the animal before he 
would start to skin it. 

Having not enough time to think about it, the boy followed the old man’s instruction, he held the 
hunting knife between the palms of his hands, which resembled a prayer-like position, as he began 
to pray, very soon after that, the boy would begin to use the knife to skin the animal. 

As the cold blade of the knife would cut into the flesh of the animal, the boy would feel disgust, 
but he knew that he had to finish what he had started. 

After the cutting part was done, the deer's flesh would be put into a special bag that the boy had 
brought with himself. Originally, the initiate had to carry all of the meat back home, alone, through 
the wasteland, but being proud at the boys handy work, the old man offered him his help with the 
carrying of the bag, he even would show him a shortcut which could get them to their campsite 
sooner. 

Later, after having arrived at the camping site, part of the meat was to be put into a freezer to 
keep it fresh, while the rest of it was to be prepared at the camping site by the old man for the 
young boy. 

Sitting near the campfire, the boy stared at the meat dish that was in his lap, the old man, who 
was sitting across the fire from the boy, was stunned to see that the boy hadn't eaten anything 
ever since they had arrived there, he assumed that he would have been very hungry from the journey, 
but no, the boy just stared at the meat dish in his lap while he sank into deep thought. 

„kOhat's the matter?" asked the old man, „Vou haven't eaten anything ever since weve arrived here" 

The boy answered with silence. 

„Come on, what is it?" 

„lt nothing." 

„l doubt that you should eat your meal, don't make the animal's sacrifice be in vain." 

„Fine." said the boy as he tried to take a bite from his meal, but the old man stopped him before 
he could, saying to him: „That is not how a man takes a bite, huh, that's not even a how Hodden 
takes a bite"- taking the meal away from the boy, he added: „Now I know that something is up, 
which is why you're not getting anything to eat until you tell me what you're carrying inside that 
gut of yours." 

„ Its nothing!" 

„Boy . . " 
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„W ell . . . you see. I've been processing what had happened this day for quite some time now, and 
how you have said that one must be courageous to survive 

„ Yes, that is right." 

„ We//, back then . . . back then I thought that you were right, / couldn't let my fear of blood 
overcome me and stop me from becoming a real man, it is just, that whenever I think of that 
red-gooey stuff, I tend to get this weird, cold feeling in my gut." 

J see, 

„Back them I wonted to believe, that if, only if I could shoot that deer and kill it, then maybe, 
just maybe, I could kill my fear with it too and rid myself of it forever, but I was wrong, The fear 
didn't die within me, no; instead, it just made it spread out a bit more, It made it stronger, far 
more robust, my gut feels like there is a block made of ice in it“ said the boy as he grabbed his 
gut with both his arms and started to bend slightly over and shake as if he was going to spit 
something up. 

The old man, having listened to the boys words, sat down on his seat and said to the boy: „\^hy 
do you think that is?" 

„l don't know, but , , ,“ said the boy, but remembering the old mans words from before, he 
added: „Back then you said that a real man only does and lives things with a purpose. Back then 
I wondered what my purpose was, and for a moment I wanted to believe that my purpose was 
going to be me ridden myself of my fear, which is why I've taken the shot. But now, after the 
shot has been fired and the meal has been laid, I am not that sure anymore,“ 

„Fear isn't shot down with bullets, boy a 

„Hmph, I know that, and I know that it's as funny as it is irrational to think that, but back then, 

I honestly thought that shooting the deer was going to rid me of that fear of mine, but I guess I 
was wrong, I guess that's what fear does to one, it clouds one's judgment more than rain clouds 
do the sky, (< 

The old man lit a cigar, he let out a pouf of smoke as he stared at the boy in front of him, 

„l guess there is more to courage than just being able to pull the trigger,“ 

„Boy, if one could rid oneself of their fears as easy by shooting them with a gun, don't you think 
that people would be shooting each other with them ever since the dawn of time; huh, some 
probably even have, but still. One doesn't get rid of fear through bullets boy, there are only two 
ways through which one can free oneself from fear, either through courage or througth what our 
tribe referred to as the Void,“ 
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„ Explain" 

„Simple, we all experience fear at one point or another in oar lives; fear is one of the strongest 
driving factors that a person can experience in their lives, which is exactly the reason why fear can 
be a troubling factor at times. If you are not careful with it, it can overwhelm you, kill you even, 
which is why some try to overcome it through the process called courage" 

„ Courage, if it only were that easy." 

„That's the thing boy, it is, but let me ask you, what do you think courage is?" 

„l don't know, the incomplete lack of fear, the ability to face ones own dread?" 

„Fear is the lack of courage boy" 

„0h" 

„Let me ask you this, how do you think courage looks like?" 

The boy smirked as he said: „IDe[l, if I had to say what courage is or how it looks like, if anything, 
then I would have to say that I imagine it a lot to be like the heroes in my books; they stand tall 
and firm in their cause for their wills are unbending, also they like to be very cocky, and they like 
to crack a couple of jokes from time to time, kinda like, like, like me. But if I had to say anything 
specific, then I would say that it's mostly because of the Human Spirit that I just recognize in them; 
huh, come to think of it, / think it's that, if courage looks like anything, then I imagine to look like 
that, the Human Spirit" 

„Human Spirit?" 

„Yes." said the boy as he leaned back like the dreamer he was; he then said looking at the sky 
above him: „Ah the Human Spirit, / partfcuiary like the description of it that is given in one of my 
books, its like the knight in a shining armor who rides his beautiful white horse through the pitch- 
black forest in search of truth and Justice. He fights the corruption of the world represented by the 
hoards of thieves and bandits that would come and attack, along with his own inner flaws which 
would come to him in the form demons trying to seduce him. He would fight them until he finally 
reaches his destination, a dark tower, from where he would slay the source of evil itself, symbolized 
by an evil wizard who would morph into a mighty black dragon. Afterward, he would come back, 
carrying with himself w/sc/orr) in the form of a beautiful young maiden, a princess, whom he would 
marry back at her rightful place, a great white castle. Boy that sounds great, and I know that the 
following might sound stupid, but I; I sometimes wish that I couldve been that knight in my life 
and go on to experience adventures and maidens just like himself." 

„lf)hat makes you think that you can't be one?" 
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„Obviously, because knighthood doesn't exist anymore, also because they, when faced with a challenge, 
keep a bright, confident demeanor, while I, on the other hand, bend over into doubt faster than a 
bamboo tree ever could" 

„Boy . . said the old man as he let out a pouf of smoke, „bo you think that being courageous is 
just about having the right form of confidence or a bright demeanor in the face of adversity boy? 
bo you think that any of those hero knights that you have mentioned in your book started out by 
being that confident and that courageous right of the bat?"-he let out another pouf of smoke, „No, 
everybody has to start somewhere, because . . said the old man as he stood up and lifted his 
right fist towards the boy, . . that type of courage, that type of confidence that you speak of is 
made and do you know how it's made?" 

„No, how is it made?" 

„lt is not made by facing every situation with the cocky attitude that you have described before, it's 
made in those very moments of doubt, when fear crooks your spine like the weight of a heavy chain 
would, it's made in those situations when you heart knocks so loud that you cant hear anything else 
and can't feel anything else, but the beat of it against your rib cage; it is made in that very moment 
where you choose against all odds not to give up and move towards! That is how caurage is made!" 

Looking at the fire in front of him, the boy asked: „And what about the other thing that you've 
mentioned?" 

The old man sat down and let out another pouf of smoke before he answered: „Wiell like I've said . 
Some people overcome fear through courage, while others overcome it through something that our 
tribed referred to througth out the ages as the Void 

„The Void, what is that?" 

„lts when you reach that point in your life when you just don't care anymore, about yourself or 
others, or anything else really" 

„Sounds a lot more easy to accomplish than the thing you've mentioned before " 

„lt is, it is, but that doesn't mean that it is the same or that it is as valuable as the thing that 
I've just mentioned before . In fact, it has no real value, it has nothing, it just gives people false 
hope, an illusion of making their lives easier." 

„l see . 

„Fear and doubt happen when one does things half-heartedly , coc/rage happens when one chooses to 
believe full-heartedly in the things one does at the moment of despair!'-the old man let an out 
another pouf of smoke , „hpathy happens when you decide to surrender to that despair and you reach 
a point when you start doing things zero-heartedly as I like to call it . You become numb to the pain 
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of others and your own, you'll lose your overview of the situation, and depending on who you are at 
heart, you might become what our tribe referred to as the Serpent, a pragmatic snake, which can 
be a slippery or should I say slithery for some to walk over ." 

„ Explain." 

The old man let out one final pouf of smoke as he said: „ Just remember this, apathy is the darkness, 
it is the lack of your heart's passion and fire, and it is not naturaf" 

„Huh . . .“ 

„Just remember, it's human nature to attach oneself to things and people around one, while it isn't 
natural to be apathetic to the things around you, in fact, its more of a sign that your inner fire 
might be going dim." 

„Voure one to talk, aren't you the one that always said to me how one should always be neutral to 
the situation around one" 

„That's right" 

„And?" 

„Be neutral, but not apathetic, is what I've meant." 

The boy folded his arms and turned his gaze away from the old man towards his right as he said: 
„Still sounds like the easier route to go" 

„Careful, that's the pragmatic snake talking, that's the part of you that always wants you to take 
the easy way out" 

„lA)hat's wrong with taking the easy way out?" 

„ Nothing it’s just, that the easy path isn’t always the most fulfilling and worthwhile one at that" 
„l don’t understand." 

„ Let's take what you've just said about the Human Spirit for an example." 

„0kay" 

INith the elements mirroring his speech, the old man said: „l know exactly what you meant by that 
when you said it to me and here’s out peoples take on it. If the Human Spirit had to be compared 
with something then I'll say that it is a lot like this campfire over here, it has a strong flame which 
makes it stand out, but sometimes the strong winds of life may try to dim that flame to keep it at 
bay, shrouding everything around it in darkness; when that happens thafs the point where you need 
to remember that there is nothing in the darkness that wasn't in the light before it, that's the point 
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where you need to rekindle that flame again!'-throwing another piece of wood into the fire, engulfing 
it in great sparks, the old man added: „But also remember the flip side of it, don't, in your try to 
rekindle that flame, end up accidentally extinguish it and don't end up creating a flame that you 
cant control." 

„0k.“ said the boy as he began to smirk. 

„W)kat is it?" 

„lt's just that I have noticed that we kinda went off track with this conversation." 

„ Really?" said the old man with a smile. 

„Yes, what were we talking about again, fear wasn't it, and we kinda went from fear to talking 
about attachment and so on!' 

„l suppose that we did." 

„lt's okay though, as we were talking about it, I kinda forgot about that cold feeling in my gut and 
now it's gone" 

„ Looks like you've rekindled that flame again." 

„By going way off-topic." 

„Yes, but that's life for you, me boy." said the old man as he began to hysterically laugh, the boy 
began to laugh with him too. 

„You have a lot of experience with these things don't you?" asked the boy. 

„Yes I do, a lot actually, in fact, I kinda made my own little system of how of self-analyzation with 
it. Based upon some concepts found deeply in the teachings of our tribe" 

„Really, what are they, let's hear them." 

„l'll tell you, but not now, first, eat something boy, you look as dry as a stick, if you are going to 
become a real man then you're going to need some meat on your bones." said the old man as he 
returned the meat dish to the boy whose appetite, along with the luck of having his meal still be 
warm, had returned at that point. 

„Okay." said the boy who took the dish and began to eat it, the taste of the juicy meat made him 
fall in love with it, as he enthusiastically exclaimed: „This thing is delicious!" to which the old man 
answered: „lt is, isn't." as he lit another cigarette. 

Later, after having eaten a little, the boy asked: „But tell me . . . about that method of yours, of 
self-analyzation, what is it, how does it work? I'm curious." 
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„/ bet you ore “ said the old mom os he let out omother pouf of smoke, „Now them my system , well, 
it's simple, reolly, it's o little system thot I've come up with durimg the border times of my life whilst 
studyimg the secret history of our tribes culturelettimg out o pouf of smoke , the old mom soid: Jt 
emded up beimg reolly homdy ot times whem it come to cleorimg up certoim thimgs with myself “ 

„We// them , let's heor it" 

The old mom let out omother pouf of smoke os he soid: „The imspirotiom for the systems structure 
comes from the Quil-Al, which is o socred book im our tribe thot teoches of the elememts foumd im 
mature, porticulorly metols such os gold, silver, irom , omd copper , olomg with oil of the spirituol 
implicotioms thot they moy cony with them , but thot is o story for omother time . We// them, the 
system, okay . . . whem it comes to life we oil experiemce momemts im it thot moke us feel o certoim 
woy thot is very hord to process sometimes , right? <( 

„ Right" 

„kOhen thot happens we have a choice of either choosing to ignore those feelings or to face them 
head-on within ourselves, right?" 

„ Right." 

„lk)hat do you think most people choose at that point?" 

Letting out a somewhat cynical smile, the boy said: „l'll guess that they probably choose the former 
option, don't they." 

„Ves." 

„kOhy do you think that is?" 

„Hmm ... I don't know, you tell me." 

„Just that" 

„Huh?" 

„lfs just that the thing that you just said, 7 don't know; ignorance, ignorance is the root of all 
problems boy, which is why our tribe had a saying concerning that matter called bjerbi, which is a 
word in our tribe that stands for moments of great anger, wrath, despair, sadness, and fear, but to 
spare you the further tongue breaking pronunciation of our peoples other words, let’s just say that 
the saying roughly translates into 'token in despair, contemplate the th/hps that r/oc/ c/o not know'." 

„Aha." 

„And that's what I did, contemplating the root of my own ignorance, / soon realized that keeping 
certain things inside of oneself wasn't the right way to go." 
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„l see . 

„Also note, that I came to this realization the hard way, boy," 

The boy stared in silence as the old man continued: „As I got older / concluded that to truly know 
oneself one must master the feelings in one first, and to precisely do that is why I've precisely come 
up with this little system of my" 

„So, let's hear it, give me an example" 

„INell, let’s see, what were we talking about again, fear wasn't it?" 

„Ves." 

„Okay, that can be a good example. Okay then! Like said, like you, I have experienced a great deal 
of fear in my life, over and over again, and I always wanted to know why that is. So, one day, I 
decided to come up with a system of questions which would help me get a clearer overview of what 
was happening in my life, starting from the first question: INHAT did I feel? Back then I did not 
know the answer to that simple question, so I took my time with it and made various assumptions 
of what it could be, I tried to describe it, using descriptions like anxiety and feelings of having my 
arms and legs made of jelly and so on. Initially, I didn't have an answer for any of that, but following 
the path made out of descriptions which laid before me, I would arrive at the conclusion, which was 
the thing that started this conversation in the first place; fear, I simply felt fear, INhen I finally 
gained enough courage and strength to admit to myself that I felt fear, I could feel something in 
me change, something for the better, I felt honesty and because of it, the fear in me started to 
become a lot easier to handle then, which is the key to the methods success. Just ask yourself a 
question and try to answer it as honestly as you can, eventually, that honesty will lead you down a 
path of pure clarity and a free mind." 

„U)hat if I can't find an answer?" 

„Then assume something until something eventually sticks and followed it to its natural conclusion." 
„\Nhat if I cant follow it?" 

„lf you can't follow it? Then that simply means that you're either lacking in something or have 
something in excess that is preventing you from being honest with yourself enough. Back then the 
thing that I've lacked was courage and the thing that I had in excess that was preventing me from 
truly gaining it was pride. But moving on, like I've said, after finding the answer to that question I 
decided to ask myself the next set of questions, like INHERE, where did I feel this fear and INHEN 
did I feel it. Note however, that the when and where in this scenario doesn't particularly refer to 
things like time and place; while they should still be incorporated into your answers, in this case, 
the where stands for the particular region in your body where you feel that specific feeling of fear, 
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whilst the when stands for the specific situation that you find yourself in when you feel it? In my 
case, I felt my fear coming from my chest, making my limbs and head feel weak, always in situations 
where I would doubt myself truly." 

„l see . 

„After that, the following question was HOIa) do I experience and express that fear? And the answer 
to that was simple, I experienced and expressed it in the classical ways of cold sweat, shaky hands 
and whatnot" 

The boy chewed on his meal as he listened to the old man to continue his speech. 

„Then I asked myself IDITH what or whom did I experience that fear? The answer to that would 
Mary, but I came to the conclusion that usually experienced it when dealing with people that were 
outside of our tribe, the outsiders." 

„h)hy is that?" 

„lk)hy? Giood question, that was also the final question that I asked myself in my system, W)HV? 
IDhy did I feel the things that I feel? IDhy, truly, that was a tricky one to answer at that, but 
looking back it all, I realized that it was mostly tight to the passing of the former leader of our 
tribe, my former elder who brought me here, the head-chief" 

„You mean . . ." 

„Ves, he was the old man to my young boy back then." said the old man as he laughed and 
reminiscently remembered his younger times, but that laugh would soon come to fade away as he 
continued with his story: „Back then he was the head-chief of our tribe, back when we lived in the 
wilderness, away from the modern world and so-called modern man. We lived peacefully within nature 
but having caught up with the modern whirlwind of progress, the head-chief determent that we 
needed to adapt least we be left behind or destroyed by the modern man's various mechanical 
inventions and beasts. To do that, head chief made a deal with the modern people nearby of that 
time, exchanging technological goods and a place for us in the modern world, for the most sacred 
of our peoples treasures, knowledge, mostly the knowledge found in our tales concerning ancient man 
and the powers that he possessed, among other things." 

„Then what happened?" 

„We lived for a time in peace with the modern man and we were slowly adapting to the changes, 
such as the use of modern weaponry, but . . . head-chief was betrayed but modern man, over a 
matter concerning a king without a name and a civilization without a place. We lost some of our 
lands and were pushed away to the corners and edges of their so-called civilization, which is the 
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reason why we are so dogmatic about our traditions and believes for the thought of losing them 
forever, that is where our fear truly lais.“ 

J see. 

„lt also thanks to that experience that I came to develop this system of mine, but it is also the 
reason why I spend most of my younger years traveling the world, exploring and studying various 
cultures in search for that king without a name, in search for that civilization without a place and 
in all of that time do you wanna know what I've learned?" 

„lt was an assessment I held before, but I truly became aware of it during my journies. The 
assessment was the following; some say that you should watch out for the dogmatic types for you'll 
never know what they will do, but I came to conclude that assessment was wrong. On a dogmatic 
person you can always count on to be dogmatic, on the contrary, it's those non-dogmatic types that 
claim to be without any believes that you need to watch out for, for you'll never really know what 
they're going to do since there is no word to hold them by. That was a pattern that I always noticed 
with head-chief when he was dealing with the envoys of modern man, but sadly . . ."-squeezing his 
fist, „. . . that was something he never got to notice until it was too late." 

„l see . 

After a moment of pause, the old man added: „But that was externally, internally I came to notice 
another pattern." 

„Another pattern?" 

„Yes, another pattern. The pattern was or should I say were the similar themes that I would come 
to observe, about how fear would manifest itself in our lives. That was when I discovered that every 
fear we get to experience in our lives had traceable root, which would fall into one of three separate 
categories that I've come up with based upon the Quil-AI. Those three categories were the Golden 
Fear, the Silver Fear, and the Bronze Fear." 

„ Explain." 

„lt's simple really, you feel fear and you classify it into one of the 3> following categories; Bronze 
being the fears of the lower self as our tribe would call it. Into it, we count all of the fears created 
in the mind, phantasms as they would call it." 

„Such as?" 

„Such as the fear of embarrassment, the fear of darkness, the fear of blood and so on; basically its 
anything and everything that affect your body and psyche in such a way, that therefore causes you 
to behave in a manner seen as neurotic or unhealthy." 
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„l see." said the boy whilst trying to process everything that the old man had just said to him. 
Having caught up upon the boys reaction, the old man said: „l see that I might be losing you with 
this explanation, so to keep it simple, just remember the following; the Bronze Fear is any fear that 
you acquire through your lifetime, either through bad experiences or bad life choices, it's basically 
anything that isn't natural. That is why deeply I advise you not to listen to that fear whenever it 
befalls you and frees yourself from it if you can." 

„And how do I do that?" 

„The HOW) is up to you to decide, boy." 

„Aha" 

„But as a final word of advice on this matter, let me just say this. If you ever find yourself feeling 
a feeling of neurosis slowly spreading through your entire body from either your head, gut or lower 
back, then recognize that it might be the Bronze Fear going througth you." 

Leaning towards to think about the old man's words for a moment, the boy would soon lean back 
and ask: „W)hat was the second thing that you've said, that silver thing, what did you call it?" 

„You mean the Silver Fear?" 

„Yes, what's that about?" 

„The Silver Fear is all of the fears of the middle self, it is the natural fears grounded in ones own 
natural instincts; it is the fear that you feel when you see a wild beast in the forest when you're 
alone, its the fear of death, its the fear of pain and so on. Basically, in a nutshell, it's all of the 
fears that stem from the deep human drive to survive." said the old man as he threw a piece of 
nearby wood into the fire; he then added: „W)hether you decide to listen to it or not is up to you, 
but know that whenever you feel a lighter form of fear inside the middle region of your body like 
the upper or middle chest, then know that it is, or at least is for me at my old age, the Silver Fear." 

„You seem to know a lot about where these fears manifest in the human body do you?" 

„Yes . . .“ said the old man as he threw another piece of wood into the fire, „. . . but that's mostly 
because I spend most of my younger years in solitude, contemplating the various melodies that the 
human body may play." 

„You have a very poetic way of words." 

Smirking, the old man said: „ Indeed, I guess I do." 

The boy smirked for a moment before he asked: „And the 6/olden Fear?" 
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„(5old, we)) . . /' soid the old imam os he begon to look up ot the sky, „Thofs o feor like mo other ; 
boy . Unlike the Bronze or Silver Feor, this is o feor thot nether stuns or cripples you whenever you 
get to experience it . The elders of our tribe would sometimes refer to it os the of the w/sdom of 
the higher self, for it enthrolls on overwhelming sense of wonder ond grotitude for the world oround 
one, olong with the reolizotion of how smoll one is compored to it . It's o feeling thot mokes you fee) 
smoll, but not insignificont . In foct, it mokes you feel more humbled thon onything else ever could, 
for you finolly reolize the importonce thot you cony deep within it . Thot is why some would soy 
thot this feeling is no other but the humon feor of <Sod“ 

„ Interesting; ho, come to think of it, you should write o book obout this gromps“ 

„l guess I should, but I'm not thot much of o writer, besides, I doubt it will sell much, people oren't 
usuolly interested in these sort of things, but onywoys . So or so, if you're going to hove to toke 
onything out of this then know just this, thot the key to conquering onything in life is ol) o motter 
of recognizing the right potterns ond knowing the right melodies of life /' 
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„The Wheel of Fate is turning, 
as its Pendulum swings." 


---UNKNOWN 


Imagine, after having eaten his meal fully, the young boy waited for the old man to return as he 
slowly gazed at the star-filled night sky above, thinking, wondering, reflecting about all the things 
that he had experienced today. 

The old man returned, with him he carried a strange rectangle black box that he handed over to 
the young boy as the third and final part of the ritual. By accepting the old man’s gift the boy 
would complete the transition from childhood toward adulthood in their tribes manhood ritual and 
indeed the boy did. 

Staring at it, the boy felt mesmerized by the boxes outward appearance, its surface was soft and 
almost frictionless, opening it, he saw the inside of the box along with what was inside of it; the 
inside was colored a shade between crimson and a royal purple and it laid an old book whose 
leathery cover looked like it was slowly peeling off. Not wanting to appear rude, however, the boy 
thanked the old man for his present, he thanked him with the fakest smile that one could ever 
think of and express. 

The old man knew this, but he still decided to return the boy’s smile with a smile of his own as 
he lit another cigarette; the boy would then ask the old man what the gift actually was. 

That thing was the third part of the initiation ceremony, it was the part where the elder that led 
the ceremony gave the younger one a gift, a gift that would officially symbolize his transition from 
childhood into manhood. The old man said that he obtained that gift from one of his many 
travels througth out the world, but back then he did not know that he was buying a gift for 
someone. For you see, having spent most of his younger years traveling the world around him, 
whilst studying the cultures and traditions found within it, in search of a civilization long gone, 
the old man came upon a mysterious merchant, who was said to be selling a wide variety of 
items, all of which he claimed were the lost treasures of an civilization from an era long gone, 
with one of those treasures being the very black box that the boy held, which he had brought over 
here. It is unknown what the merchant intentions were when he sold the box or if he actually 
knew the true value which it carried within it when he sold it, but luckily, the old man did. He 
bought the box and then he brought it with him back home for further feature, but back then he 
nether possessed the knowledge of the importance of what was inside of it or that he was going 
to give it away sometime in the future time, but such are the waves of life, they change in an 
instant with the winds of time; such were the old mans words, but more on that later. 

After letting out a pouf of smoke, the old man told the boy to open the book and the boy did. 

Giazing upon the books front page the boy saw a strange crest upon it. Going deeper into the 
book, with his fingers dancing throughout its many pages, the boy would eventually come to arrive 
at a page which held a strange picture upon it. 
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